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declared he could not reach the place of the palm-
trees before nightfall. Then suddenly from behind
me I heard a groan, and, turning, found he had
collapsed.
Here was a hellish situation. Bill and the men
were on ahead out of sight, and nothing would in-
duce old Q to get up. He lay on the desolate ridge
writhing and moaning, refusing to say what ailed
him, and with night not many hours away.
Rushing to the rim of the ridge, I yelled at the
top of my voice just in time to catch Bill as he went
over the crest, far ahead of us. I shouted for him
to make camp and send back some men with a tent-
fly to serve as a litter, then seated myself beside the
old fellow to await help.
I pondered deeply on old Q and his dreams. I
couldn't make him out. I am sure that he was
thoroughly convinced of the truth of his statements
about the palrn-trees and "mountain of gold." He
believed them utterly, and it must be remembered
that he had not asked me for any money at all and
never did, to any extent.
The men finally arrived, but he steadfastly re-
fused to be carried in the tent-fly. He wouldn't
move from the ground and, fearing internal
injuries, I was forced to let him have his way. Erect-
ing a tent over him I left him in the safe-keeping
of two peons for the night and set off on a now ter-
rible journey back to camp, for darkness had fallen,
No longer able to see sufficiently to pick my way,